BELISARIUS                                                      ACT iv

BELISARIUS.                 Swear him upon the Book,

That I may hear the crash of thunderbolts
Reverberating truth.

POMPEIUS.                           No, he is sworn.

Proceed, Demetrius.

BELISARIUS (advancing into the middle of the court, tearing up the

papers of his counsel).    Fool that I am!
This is no court of law that I am in
To winnow guilt from innocence.   A pack
Of unclean jackals, who their courage draw
Each from his neighbour's stink, and so find heart
To hunt the grey old lion to his lair.
So be it, then.   I had a reverence
For men of law, as men of action have
For brain and tongue; what reverence for you ?
This is a fight, and fighting is my game;
I'm used to odds, moreover.   Come, you curs!
Come, Master Jackal! come, Demetrius!
One at a time's the rules, but you, like vermin,
Swarm altogether.   Come, HI break your back!
Come!   Come!

DEMETRIUS (shrinking back). The court protects me.

POMPEIUS.                                                   Seize the man !
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